


*The fecond part of 

My Lord Northumbe 1 land wiLfoone be coold. 

Kmt O God that one might reade the booke of fate. 
And lee the reuolution of the times, 

Alakc mountaiucs Icucli, and the continent 
W eary offohde firmenefle melt it felfc 
Into the fea,and other times to fee. 

The beachie girdle of the ocean, 

Too wide for Neptunes hips, how chances mockes. 
And changes fill the cup of alteration. 

With diuers liquors! O if this were feene, 

The happieft youth viewing his progreflc through. 
What penlis part, what crofies to eniue? 

Would /hut the booke and fit him downe and die: 

Tis not ten yeeresgone, 

Since Richard and Northumberland great friends, 
Didfeaft togither.and in two veare after 
Were they at vvarres:it is but eight yeares fince. 

This P ercie was the man ncereil my foulc. 

Who like a brother toyld in my affaires; 

And laied his loue and life vnder my foote, 

Yea for my fake.euen to the eyes of Richard, 

Gauehim defvanceibut which of you was by? 

You coufen Neuel,(as I may remember) 

When Richard with his eye- brimme full ofteares, 

Then checkt and rated by Northumberland, 

Did fpeake thefe wordes now proou’d a prophecic: 

Northumbcrland,thou ladder by the which 

My coufen Rolingbrookeafcends my throne, 

(Though then (God knowes) I had no fuch intent. 

But thatneceffitie lb bowed the Rate, 

That I and greatnefle were compeld to kifTe.) 

The time fhall come,tlius did he follow it. 

The time wil cpme, that foule fin gathering head, 

Shall breake into corruption : fo went on, 

Fortelling this fame times condition. 
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Henry the fourth. 

And the deuidon of our amitie. 

h War . There isa hiftorie m all menslmes. 

Figuring the natures of the times decealt: 

Th e winch obferu’d, a man may prophecie. 

And by the ncceffary forme o. this, 
v- ma . Richsrd might create a perfect guelle. 

That crreatNorthuniberland then bile to hnn. 

Would ofthat feede growe to a greater felfeneffe. 
Which fhould not find a ground to roote vpon 

VnlefTeonyou. tr 

Kmi. Are thefe thinges then neceflities, 

Then let vs meet them like neceflities, 

And that fame word cuen now cries out on Vs: 
They fay the Biihop and Northumberland, 

Are fiftie thoufand ft rong. 

War. It cannot be my Lord, , . 

Rumour doth double like the voice, and eccho 
The numbers of the feared, pleafe it your grace, 
To go to bedde: vpon my foule, nay Lord, 
The'Powers that you alrcadie hauefentfoortn. 
Shall bring this prife in vers' eafily : _ 

To comfort vou the more,l haue rcceraed, 

A certain inftance that Glendour is dead: 

Your Maieftie hath beenc this fortnight ill. 

And thefe vnfeafonedhowers perforce mult adde 
V nto vour ficknefte. 

Kmt. I will take your counfailc, 

And were thefe inward warres once out of hand, 
We would(deare Lords) vnto the holy land, , 
S'nter Inflice Shallow, and, Iujlicc 
Silence • 
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